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The lifeguard on his ibex -legged chaise 

Has a green nose and eyes for the horizon. 

This is the anonymity of middle age. 

Deled th' heart-freedom of this August season. 

My sister and pilgrimage this beach 

Each summer when the weather's at full-simmer. 

We print the sand with wandering trails that reach 

Far past the boundaries of one summer's langour. 

Sand-walking, then as now. Life's sweetness passes, 

Dream dies, Love dies. Fear, too, is buried with them. 

The shallow graves of sand and red beach grasses 

Make beds for this year's crop of amorous children. 

The August comes when one will walk for twain. 

Grave, then, the heart that's sentenced to remain. 

